The Hi forte of King Lear. 

Edg. Worthy Prince Bknow’t. 

Alb. Where haue you hid your felfe? 

How haue you knownethe miferies of your father? 

Edg . By nurfing them my Lord, 

Lift a briefe tale, and whentis told 
O that my heart would burft the bloudy proclamation 

To efcape chat followed roe foneere, 

O our Hues fweetnes, that with the pame of death, 
Would hourly die, rather then die at once. 

Taught me to fbiftintoamad-mansrags _ 

T o athime a femb lance that very dogges difdain d 
And in this habitmet I my father with his bleeding rings 
The precious ftones new loft became his guide. 

Led him.beg'd for him, fau d him from difpaire, 

Neuer (O Fache r)reueald my felfe vnto him, 

Vntill fome halfe hourepaft, when I was armed, 

Not lure,' chough hoping of this good lucceffc, 

I askt his bkfling, and from firft tolalt. 

Told him my pilgrimage, but his flawd heart, 

Alackctooweake,theconflifttofupport, 

Twixt two extreames ofpaffion, ioy and gnete, 

Burft fmillingly. 

Ball. This fpeechofyours hathmoued me. 

And fhatl perchance do good, but fpeakc you on. 

You looke as you had fomeching more to lay. 

Alb. Ifthere be more, more wofull, hold it m. 

For I am almoft ready to difTolue, hearing ofthis, 

£da. This would haue feemd a periode to luch 
As loue not forow, but another to amplifictoo much, 
Would make much more, and top extreamitic 
Whil' ft I was big in clamor, came there in aroan, 

Who hauing feeneme inmy worft eftate, 

Shtindmy abhord fociety, but th?n finding 
Who twas that fo indur’d with his ftrong arm 
He fattened on my necke and bellowed out. 

As hee’d burft heauen,threw me on my tathei, 

Told the moft pitious tale otLear and him, 

That eucr care receiued, which in recounting rT .„ 
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His o-riefe'grcw puiflant and the firings of life, 

Be*an to cracke twice , then the trumpets founded. 

Anci there I left him traunft. 

tAlb. But who was this. . c 

Ed. Kent fir, the banilbtKe»r,whoindiguife, 

Followed his eneroie king and did him feruice 

Improper for attaue.^ ^ ^hahUudie knife, ^ ^ 

G jfb. Wh^tkmd P ofhelpe, what meancs that bloudy 
Gent hot ii fmokes , it came cuen from the heart of- 

This Iuftice of the heauens that makes vs tremble. 

Touches vs notsvith pity- . **• Here comes r-fc 

Alb. O tis he, the time will not allow 

T ^^°I P mu;ome t^ bldmj^ing and Siadlcray good night, 

Is he not here? • - 

•srjassr , 

Baft. Vet Edmund was beloued, 

The one the other poyfoned for my fake, . 

ISdateLherrcVe! D* ■ Eavn fo. couerehesr faces. 

Baft. I pant for life, fome good meane to do, 

D efpiobt of my owne nature, quickly len , 

Be briefe, int toth’ cattle for my writ. 

Is on the life of Lear and on Cordelia, 

Nay fendin time. ?>«*?• Runne.n.m.e.Onmne, 

Edg. To who my Lord, who hath the office, fend 

take my fword the Captaine, ^ 


